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Kate, 


^ips.   K.  J. 


LINES 


Bear  hirr.  on  tenderly,  l^lnr^  in 

"'  death" 


tmm, 


For  The  Jouraal.  i 


Sugge-iUdhy  the 


3  arrncX  of  the  femains  qf  Presiclmt 
lAncoln  in  Chicago. 


BY  MES.  M.  T.  If  ATE. 


Bear  him  on  tcBderly,  lying  in  death ; 
Chant  each  dirge  moumfaUy,  hushed  be  each  breath; 
Tearfully  gaze  on  his  calm,  placid  brow, 
Who  dwelleth  'mid  seraphs  and  cherubim  iio\r. 

Strew  ^rith  rare  blossoms  the  sad  funeral  path, 
NoK,  as  ye  bear  our  lov'd  niler  in  death; 
Pattern  ol  goodness,  of  greatness,  was  he, 
Whose  mandate  hath  msde  bravo  Columbia  free/ 


Well  may  we  honor  the  sainted  one's  bier- 
Well  may  we  fhed  the  heart's  tribute,  a  tear ; 
Earth  loses  his  pattern,  onr  nation  a  guide. 
Who  hath  saved  us  'mid  peril  and  treason's  dark 


Emblems  immortal,  his  deedi?  are  enshrined 
Fo'  ever,  of  all  that  is  noble  and  kind ; 
Who  resteth  so  trustfully,  peacefully  now. 
While  heaven  seems  gleaming  upon  the  still  brow  1 

Amartjl:  to  FrecJom,-  O,  God,  can  it  be? 
.0,  Then  who  did'st  take  him,  we  leave  him  with 
Thee.  -  ,  ;  i- 

O,  Bare  ns,  dear  Saviour,  amid  our  great  grief ; 


tide. 


Neal,  actt  "A  GO: II'EDSR^TE  GAl^  SOJG"  "Old  T-hkee  Doodle  took  a  sai?" 


A  NEW  YANKEE  DOODLE! 

A  friend  has  sent  m  the  following  r,eu,  Yankee 
.  Doodle  which,  by  some  means,  he  obtained  from 
I    he  Confederates.   The  encore  seems  to  indicate 
that  they  look  for  a  final  re-union  of  the  States.- 
God  grant  that  we  may  once  more  be  a  great 
united,  prosperous  and  happy  people :  '  I 

A  Oonfedarate  Camp  Bong.  I 

BY  NAT  NEAL.  I 

Old  Yankee  Dondle  took  a  saw  I 

With  patriot  devotion,  I 

To  trim  the  tree  of  liberty             .  I 

According  to  his  notion.  I 

Yankee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  I 

Like  another  No(.dle,  I 

Cut  between  the  tree  and  bim.  I 

And  down  came  Yankee  Doodle.  I 

Cftonis- Yankee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  &c.  I 

Old  Yankee  Doodle  broke  his  neck  I 

And  every  bon«  about  him  ■  I 

But  still  the  tree  of  liberty    '  I 

Grows  very  well  without  him.  I 

Put  Sambo  in  the  saddle—  ■ 

Lot  him  be  free-and  soon  you'll  gee  I 

„      The  chivali-y  skedaddle."  ■ 

CAoriis— Yankee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  &o.  I 

"""J?".  ^""-^'o  ''"'ck  the  sward  I 

ri^  Creek  "  race  was  over,  ■ 

fn??"!?          "j"'  "  »eau-regard  "  ■ 

And  laid  him  under  cover  ■ 

So  'neaih  the  tree  of  liberty,  ■ 

Iha  carcass  now  is  sleeping,  I 

And  buzz  ,rd»  gray,  at  close  of  day,  ■ 

Are  olten  seen  there  weeping.  ■ 

CAorus-Yankee  Doodle  on  a  limbf  &,c.  I 

loalL-laarmieg-rande-'—  ■ 
EHCh  spent  his  brra.n  to  a'nounoe  the  death  ■ 
Of  "Yankee  Doodle  Dandy."       "  ■ 

Thro  wood  and  vale,  o-er  hill  and  dale,  ■ 

Ihey  hurry,  helter  skelter,  ■ 

%  nT.^                         or  pain,  ■ 

1  111  Washington  gives  shelter.  ■ 

CAoriM- Yankee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  i  c.  H 

In  transport  quite,  sat  Scott  that  night  I 

Mis  teat  in  lepid  water— 

With  creams  and  punch,  and  oyster  lunch  H 

Imagining  the  slaughter  1      J'"""^ '""eh.  H 

His  smile  vras  scorn-but  early  morn  H 

His  dream  of  triumph  banished—  ■ 

He  hears  the  cry,  "  they  shriek,  they  fly  r>  ■ 

Uis  banner-bird  has  vauished  ■ 

CAora*— Yankee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  &c.  ■ 

°Pu' J" "        "P  I 

Puts    Mack    into  the  saddle—  ■ 

And  now  tbey  fight  from  dawn  till  night,  ■ 

Thus  led  by  late,  from  State  to  State  H 

Till  uhiloh  s  slam  and  Richmond's  plain  H 
trivts  Jonathan  "a damper  "  ^1 
CAor«s-raukee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  &e. 

To  "  Auniie-Tam  "  came  Unc'e  Sam  H 
I'.quipped-to  crush  the  rebels  :  ^1 

I've  tTT"",-  "  d«ad-  ■ 

I  ve  David  «  «l,ug  aud  pebhles  "  ^1 

A  smgiB  throw  laid  Sam  so  low, 

His  soldiers  could'ut  find  him—  ^1 
The  Jlajor  ran— and  mule  and  man 

Went  galloping  behind  him 
MorKs— Yankee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  &c. 

?1?''k  '^''^  H 

Aurl  talk  about  I  he  Season  ■ 

w  Tk"."",     '^"""^  "y  F"nc)  ^1 

With    Juarez,"*  without  re.isOD 
And  now  that  Yankee  Doodle's  dead, 

1  he  peoplo  have  a  fhucy, 
To  iustitute  another  song 
And  call  it  after  Yancey 
C/iorus-Yaukee  Doodle  on  a  limb, 
Like  anoiher  Noodle, 
Cut  between  the  tree  and  him, 
Aud  down  came  Yankee  Doodle. 
Encore. 

The  Northern  Stars  and  Southern  Bars, 

May  try  each  other's  mettle : 
And  yet  the  twain  unite  again, 

And  Sambo's  status  settle. 
The  Banyan  tree  of  Liberty 
jVlukt  overtop  all  others- 
And  propagate,  in  spite  of  fate, 
rh^      V-  '"■['■"^hes  which  it  mothers. 
CAortts-i  ankee  Doodle  on  a  limb,  &c. 

not-theNorThe^n  people. abolitionists,  but  ■ 
/President  of  Mexico.  ^HR 


THE  IvlAUl  "I  sa-iK'  a  bo:/  ii&  "o lack- jack  wood 


THE  li££li 
By 

liary  E .  Healy 


I  saw  a  boy  in  a  black-jack  wood 

With  a  tall,  lank,  awkward  "figger," 
Striking  away  with  his  heavy  raaul 

By  the  side  of  a  young  slave  "nigger." 
And  he  said  to  himaelf,  "I'll  waul  away. 

And  cleave  a  path  before  aicf 
And  hew  all  "black-jacks"  out  of  insj'^  way. 

Till  the  Star  of  Pame  shinee  o*er  ibo," 


I  sew  him  again  on  a  broad  swift  etream; 

But  the  laaul  this  time  was  a  paddle. 
And  I  v/atohed  the  tiny  rainbow's  gleaa, 

A«  he  made  the  waves  skedaddle. 
And  he  said,  "I'll  paddle  away,  awoiy 

Till  space  shall  flee  before  me; 
And  I  yet  shall  live  to  see  the  day 

■?lhen  tlrio  Star  of  Fame  shines  o'er  me," 


I  s(|W  him  again,  with  his  musty  books, 

A-pondering  Coke  and  Storyj 
And  little  there  was  in  his  hoaaely  looks 

To  tell  of  his  future  glory. 
But  he  said,  "1*11  master,  I  know  I  will. 

The  difficult  task  before  mei 
I'll  maul  my  way  through  the  hard  world  still. 

Till  the  Star  of  Fame  shines  o'er  me." 


I  saw  him  again,  when  he  rose  to  cope. 

Hand  to  hand,  with  the  "T>'estem  Giantj/" 
His  eye  lit  vcp  with  a  beam  of  hope 

On  his  sinewy  strength  reliant. 
"I'll  fight  him,"  he  said,  "with  the  naul  of  Truth, 

Till  he  shrink  and  quail  before  me 
Till  he  stand  abashed  in  astonished  ruth, 

Tihi^e  the  Star  of  Fame  shines  o'er  me." 


-2- 


I  Bum  him  ftgain  iii 

A.-witinir.  the  Proolanation? 
And^r^  he  ueed  was  the  heaviest  maul 

In  this  rRil-^uliag  nation- 
ABd  he  caid,  -Tie  the  only  my  to  m3m 

The  traitore  fie©  before  usj 

mS^  t^e  light  It  ^^-^IJ'^K^llZ.^^ns.^ 
Tlmt  will  ehlne  when  the  eod  grore  o  er  u®. 

I  sow        again  but  the  other  ni#it. 

Ana  ha  shook  w  hmid  in  S^^^^^^^' 
And  little  he  thought  hoi!f  soon  I*d  wit©. 

And  t«ll  the  world  of  our  meeting  . 
The  hend  I  clasped  Jiae  swung  the  maul. 

And  siy  own  has  written  its  story. 
But  never,  I  weon,  oould  any  hand 

Write  half  of  its  toil  and  gloJT* 


l^ealy,  Mary  1. 


The  Matil 


"I  saw  a  "boy  in  a  "black- jack  wood," 


THE  MAUL. 

ET   JAKT  E.  NEALT, 

1  SAW  a  boy  in  a  black-jack  wood, 

V\  itli  a  tall,  lank,  awkward  "  fiaggy  « 
Stnk,ng  a.vay  with  his  ]:.avy  niauf  ' 

An/      '^'^  "'^  ^  "  nigger." 

A.nd      said  t ,  himsolf,     m  ™ 

Ar.d  cleavp  a  patn  before  me ;  ^' 
'  'rlfr.u  ^  ^Jack-jacks'  out  of  my  v/cy 
lill  the  Scar  of  Fame  .hines  cer  me!^ 

Ar  l  T  i  1^''  a  Peddle, 

■        4  I  ^^t'=^ed  the  tmy  rainbow^,  g W 

A si^edaddle! 
And  he  said,  "I'L  paddle  away,  away 
lill  space  shall  flee  before  me  ^' 
Ai.d  I  yet  shall  live  to  see  the  day 

hen  the  Star  of  Fame  shines  o'er  mc- » 

I  saw  him  again,  with  his  musty  books. 
A-pondenng  Coke  and  Story  ;  ^ 

To  7T  ^"'-^^V  looks 

i  o  tell  of  his  future  glory. 

I  saw  him  again,  when  he  rose  to  cope, 

Hand  to  hand,  with  the  "  Western  Qmri 
His  eye  lit  up  with  a  beam  of  hope  * 
.<vif«  f  strength  reliant.  ' 

TnVi    !  '^''"['  ^"'^  before  me, 

w^' '^T'^  abashed  in  astonished  ruth 
Whue  the  Star  of  Fame  shines  o'er  S'e." 

I  saw  him  again  in  the  White  House  chair 
A-writmg  the  Proclamation  •  ' 

And  the  pen  he  used  was  the  heaviest  m&vl 
In  this  rail-mauling  nation. 

And  he  said,  "  'Tis  the  only  way  to  make 
Ihe  traitors  flee  before  us  •  ^ 

rlV\^!'^l' leave  a  wake 
ihat  will  shine  when  the  sod  grows  o'er  « 

I  saw  him  again  but  the  other  night, 
And  he  shook  my  hand  in  greetinp- 

Thth^  hV^'  meeting  ' 

The  hand  I  clasped  has  swung  the  mavL 
And  my  own  has  written  its  story. 

wT'^'  i^^'^f ^=""1^  hand 
Write  half  of  its  toil  and  glory, 

  {> 


Nelson,  Frank  Carlton  Lincoln      "It's  a  task  to  write  of  Lincoln  for  in 

words  there's  not  a  chance" 


Its  a  task  to  write  of  Lincoln,  for  In 

words  there's  not  a  chance 
To  pay  the  tribute  due  him  or  his 
,    glory  now  enhance, 
And  although  today's  his  birthday  and 

we  try  our  very  best 
To  euiogize  his  greatness,  we  are  fail- 
ures in  the  test. 

Though   the   speeches   will   be  many 
that  will  mark  his  day  of  birth 

1,;^^"'  II"''  country,  and  the 

lands  throughout  the  earth 

^r,"/^  sing  its  praises 

and  we'll  do  the  best  we  can, 

nnZ^'f  "^^'t  ^""^^  that  are 

fittmg  for  the  man. 

"Just  a  model  for  the  ages"  might  ex- 
press it  in  a  way. 

And  his  great  and  noble  teachings  we 

should  emulate  today; 
At  a  time  whsn  men  are'  selfish,  in  an 
age  Of  graft  and  greed 

grX'Teed.  '  '  ^ 

'Vtr^^tlS^rL^^^nr^^^^' 

Let  us  follow  out  his  teachings  in  the 

true  and  honest  way 
And  we  soon  will  see  the  dawning  of 

the  new  and  better  day 
Copyright  19.33  Prank  Oarleton  Nelson 


Tvncoln  "It's  a  task  to    rite  of  Lincoln, 

Uelson,  Frank  Carlton  ^^^^g  there's  not  a  chance" 


By   FRANK   CARLTON  NELSON 


It's  a  task  to  write  of  Lincoln,  for  in 
words  there's  not  a  chance 

To  pay  the  tribute  due  him  or  his 
.  gloi-y  now  enhance, 

And  although  today's  his  birthday  and 
we  try  our  very  best 

To  eulogize  his  greatness,  we  are  fail- 
ures in  the  test. 

Though  the  speeches  will   be  many 

that  will  mark  his  day  of  birth, 
In  this,  our  glorious  country,  and  the 

lands  throughout  the  earth, 
Though  the  world  will  sing  its  praises 

and  we'll  do  the  best  we  can. 
No  words  were  ever  written  that  are 

fitting  for  the  man. 

"Just  a  model  for  the  ages"  might  ex- 
press it  in  a  way. 

And  his  great  and  noble  teachings  we 
'     should  emulate  today; 

At  a  time  when  men  are  selfish,  In  an 
age  of  graft  and  greed, 

The  pattern  of  a  Lincoln  is  a  thing  we 
greatly  need. 

So  let's  not  attempt  our  praises,  for 

by  words  it  can't  be  done. 
But  by  actions  pay  our  tribute  and  the 

battle  will  be  won:  ' 
Let  us  follow  out  his  teachings  in  the 

true  and  honest  way. 
And  we  soon  will  see  the  dawning  of 

the  new  and  better  day. 
Copyright  1933  Frank  Oarleton  Nelson 


Nelson,  Frank  Carleton  Lincoln  "  hen  the  load  seems  most  too  heavy  and 

we  get  to  feeling  blue,  " 


Lincoln 

By  FRANK  CARLETON  NELSON 


When  the  load  seems  most  too  heavy 

and  we  get  to  feeling  blue, 
And  we  lose  determination  and  the 

heart  to  carry  through; 
When  we're  filled  with  disappoint- 
ment and  our  hopes  are  all  but 
gone, 

And  we  figure  it  is  viseless  to  attempt 

to  carry  on, 
When  the  odds  are  all  against  us  and 

we're  wearly-like  and  sad, 
It  is  good  to  think  of  Lincoln  and 
the  troubles  that  he  had. 

Measure  all  the  disappointments  that 

have  ever  come  your  way, 
And  compare  them  with  his  sufferings 

for  just  a  single  day: 
Every    friendship   that   was  hollow, 

every  confidence  betrayed. 
Every  act  of  hate  against  you  and 

remark  unjustly  made; 
Count  them  all  and  name  them  over 

and  it's  then  you  will  declare 
That  with  Lincoln's  tribulations  you 
have  nothing  to  compare. 

Through  it  all  he  fought  and  con- 
quered, reached  the  greatest  height 
of  fame, 

By  the  truth  he  crushed  his  critics 
and  immoi'talized  his  name; 

Proved  that  justice  is  triumphant  in 
this  world  of  greed  and  sm, 

And  that  right,  though  often  hin- 
dered, in  the  end  will  always  win. 

Taught  the  world  its  greatest  lesson, 
bravely  fought  and  carried  on, 

And  it's  good  to  think  of  Lincoln 
when  we  feel  that  hope  is  gone. 


Nelson,  Frank  Garleton  Lincoln  "Let  us  pause  iDefore  the  picture," 


Lincoln 

By  Frank  Carleton  Nelson 


Let  us  pause  before  the  picture, 

commonlike,  you  say,  '  • ' 

Wasn't  much  for  stylish  clothing,  even 
in  his  day, 

Classified  an  ancient  model  In  the  art 
of  dress, 

Sorfo  'backwoods'  in  appearance, 
rustic,  more  or  less. 

Laughed  at  too,  so  history  tells  us, 

butt  of  many  jokes 
By  the  ultra  educated  and  some  " 
wealthy  folks,  • 
Kidiculed,  maligned  and  censured 
I       even  hated  too,  ' 
As  the  leader  of  the  nation,  claimed 
he'd  never  do. 

Truth  is,  never  had  much  schooling, 

in  the  way  of  books, 
Nfilhfr  wa.-i  he  really  hand.some  when 
,    it  rame  to  looks, 
I  Criticised  by  eastern  people  rated  J 

"the  best," 
I  Said  he  wasn'  highly  cultured,  typl- 
I       fled  the  west. 

Yet  Within  that  lanky  body  heaven 

placed  a  soul 
With  the  keenest  understanding  for 

the  greatest  role 
Ever  played  by  any  mortal  since  the  I 

world  began, 
Common,  awkward  and  ungainly,  yet 
a  perfect  man.  ' 

So  let's  pause  before  the  picture  as  we 
celebrate 

This,  the  birthday  of  a  martyr,  great 

est  of  the  great, 
And  the  while  we  pay  him  honor  and 

his  deeds  recall, 
Can  we  say  that  we  are  worthy,  - 
worthy  of  It  all? 


Nelson,  Frank  G. 


.IN  CO  IN 


"lATien  the  load  seems  most  too 
heavy" 


i  to  carry  on         "se^ess  to  attempt 

He  knew  the  motive'  and  th. 

,  "  tfghf  be^^  ^^"-^  Whatever 
'2r"^^-  .JS/^eir  ruthle.ness 
And  yet  above  it  all  h. 

gallantly  he  stood  """"^ 
A  brave  defender  nV 
or  the  common  good  ^"^^ 

"^SS.  ieaSed'lh?"^^^  — 
Of  fame  ^'"^^^est  height 

rand'^im*rtatd"-S^'' 
Proved  that  justice  t\ 

And      ^"^^ -^^^^^^^ 

(Taught  the  worM  h  ^^"^ 

'   bravely  fouTht  sn/  ^^^on, 

^i'en  we  feel  that  hope  ?go?e'°^ 


Nelson,  J'rank  Carlton 


Since  Lincoln's  Day 


"^hen  Lincoln  went  to  Washington  in 
e  i  ght  e  en-  s  i  xty- o  ne  t " 


SINCE  LINCOLN'S  DAY 

By  FRANK  CARLETON  NELSON  ^ 

men  Uncoln  went  to  Washington  in  eighteen-sixty-one 
The  social  lights  were  greatly  shocked  and  poked  a  lot 

of  fun  ,  , 

i  At  style  dress  and  length  of  legs  and  whiskers  on  his 

!  And  figured  him,  as  president,  a  national  f  ^race; 

!  in  Gotham,  when  he  journeyed  through,  'tis  said  they 
laughed  and  jeered. 
And  ridiculed  his  awkwardness  whenever  he  appeared. 
They  cLidn't  hesitate  at  all  their  feelings  to  express 
When  they  beheld  this  masterpiece  of  human  homeliness. 

All  through  his  years  as  president  his  critics  schemed- 
and  fought, 

They  little  knew  or  understood  the  miracle  God  wrought 
When  He  designed  of  common  clay  and  gave  unto  this 

man  ,  „. 

The  greatest  mind  of  that  great  age  to  carry  out  His 

plan; 

Dishonesty  of  every  kind  and  tricks  that  traitors  use. 
Betrayal  by  his  would-be  friends  and  personal  abuse 
These  difficulties  all  were  his  to  bravely  meet  and  bear. 
Throughout  the  years  he  occupied  the  presidential  chair. 
It  hadn't  been  so  very  long  since  jeers  and  laughs  they 

gave  ,  , 

TO  one  whom  God  had  sent  to  earth  our  glorious  land 

to  save;  . 
In  time  it  hasn't  been  so  long,  just  three  score  years  and 

t6Il 

Since  from  this  earth  a  traitor's  hand  removed  this  king 
of  men; 

They  boasted  then  of  progress  made,  'twas  only  vain 
conceit, 

Today  we're  prone  to  brag  and  boast  with  confidence 
complete ; 

Has  human  nature  changed  since  then,  has  progress 

since  been  made? 
Or  can  it  be  that  through  the  yeai's  we've  failed  to  mak« 

tiM  |;rade7 


Nelson,  Hope 


Lincoln,  the  School  Boy 


"His  school  was  a  cahin 

built  of  logs 


Primary  Education  -  Popular  Educator 
February,  1929. 


LINCOLN  THE  SCHOOL  BOY  | 

His  school  was  a  cabin  built  of  logs,  i 

His  desk  was  a  rude  pine  form,  [ 

In  winter  he  helped  to  split  the  wood  \ 
That  kept  the  schoolroom  warm. 

■  ^. 

He  used  a  shingle  for  a  slate,                 '  | 

His  pen  was  made  of  a  quill, 
His  teachers  oft  could  scarcely  spell, 

Though  they  swayed  the  birch  with  skill.  | 

I 

He'd  never  met  the  wise  and  great,  | 

The  books  he  read  were  few,  I 

He  studied  nights  by  the  pine  knot's  flame,  I 

But,  0,  how  much  he  knew!  '  \ 


A  simple  backwoods  schoolboy,  who 

Full  little  guessed  that  he 
In  every  schoolhouse  in  the  land 

Would,  some  day,  honored  be. 

— Hope  Nelson 


NeslJit ,  William  D. 


M?n,  Lincoln 


"Not        the  ^rea;5  ^who  gro^w  sore  ^reat," 


lleslDit,  WillDtir  D.  LINODLl'T  ""'e  mark  the  I0T/I7  place  where 

he    was  "born," 


LINCOLN. 

WE  mark  the  lowly  place  where  he  was  born. 
We  try  to  dream  the  dreams  that  starred  nis 
nights  . ,  ^, 

When  the  rude  path  that  ran  beside  the  corn 

Grew  to  a  fair  broad  way  which  fo\md  the  heights, 
We  try  to  sense  the  lonely  days  he  Imew, 

The  silences  that  wrapped  about  his  soul 
When  there  came  whispers  tremulous  and  true 
Which  urged  him  up  and  onward  to  ms  goal. 
We  look  today,  not  through  Griefs  mist  of  tears. 

Not  through  glamour  of  nearness  to  the  great. 
But  down  the  long,  long  corridor  of  years 

Where  stand  the  sentinels  of  Fame  and  i>  ate. 
And  now  we  see  him,  whom  men  called  uncouth. 

Grown  wondrous  fair  beneath  the  hand  of  lime. 
And  know  the  love  of  liberty  and  truth. 
Brings  immortality,  and  makes  subhme. 

But,  O,  this  rugged  face  with  kindly  eyes 

Wherein  a  haunting  sorrow  ever  stays  i 
Somehow  it  seems  that  through  the  sorrows  rise 

The  echoed  visions  of  his  other  days. 
That  still  we  may  in  subtle  fancy  trace 

The  Ught  that  led  liim  with  prophetic  gleams — 
That  here  we  gaze  upon  the  pictured  face 

Of  one  who  was  a  boy  that  Uved  his  dreams  I 

—Wilbur  D.  Nesbit  in  "A  Fnend  or  Two  Calen- 
dar,"published  by  P.  F.  Vonand&  Co.,Chicago] 


Neumann,  Arthvir 


LINCOLH 


"His  face  was  homely,  so  men  say" 


LINCOLN 

His  face  was  homely-so  men  say. 

f  see  but  beauty  there, 

'r^e  beauty  of  a  gentle  heart- 

^rb?rrora"^na&^^ 


Nevers,  Robert  Allison      "I  stood  before  his  statu. 

oNi  reading;  ani  ariiicle 


I  stood  "before  liia  stsitue- 

On  the  Censtltutien  Mall 

And  conferred  at  lengthi  as  in  a  dream 

With'  the  man;  ©It  the  marble  hall. 

I  read  the  lines  upon  his  face,, 
The  words  on  either  wall,. 
And  hack  and  forthi  X  gently  paced 
Before  that  Gti'eoian  hall, 

I  heard  his  creaking  voice  intonft 
His  spirit  and  commands, 
And  then  he  left  his  seaU  of  stone 
And  gen-tly  took  my  bands. 

His  eyes  were  sad  and  somber, 
Yet  twinkled  beneith  his  brows. 
He  saldiVCome  with:  me  fut  yonder. 
Away  from-  this  marble  house." 

We  walked  the  fields  of  GettJysburg; 
We  saw  the  blooded  shrouds; 
And  on  from  there  t^o  Fredricksburg 
To  the  BatttLe,  Abov.e  the  Glouds. 

On  and  on  and  on  we  walked. 

He  didn't  say,  a  word. 

We  listemed  for  the  dead  to  talk,, 

And  he  that  ni^t;  was  heard. 


m  MACKINLAY-  ItANTOR 


We  walked  ©n  back  in  silence,, 
Back  to  his  marble  throne. 
And  there  he  sat  appraising  me 
From  saddened  eyes  of  stone. 

All  he  would  finally;  tell  me  was 
"The  Drama's  never  done. 
Righteous  peace  and  righteous  laws 
Are  up  to  you,  my  son." 

He  spoke  not  alone 

To  me  alone. 
His  spirit  t®  abide*. 
No  not,,  I  thought 

To  me  alone,: 
Then^  rememhered  how  he  died. 

For  wrongs 
And  wrongs 

We  can  not  atone., 
I  got  down  on  the  stones  and  cried. 

Suffer,,  suffer,,  ah  we'll  suffer 
In  worship  at  this  shrine. 

Suffer,  suffer,,  ah  he  suffered. 
With  every  written::  line. 

Suffer,,  suffer,,  how  he  suffered,, 
And  now  his  suffering's  mine.. 


Beneathrj  the  bright  and  twinkling  stars, 

Beneath'i  the  sighing  wind. 

They  unwound  their  mournful  melodies 

To  their  walking  next  of  kin.  Copyrllght  1956,, 

They  must  have  told  him  how  th*y,  gave,.  Robert  Allison  Ntevers 

And  fought  and  duly  died.  Whitefield,,  N.  H*. 

The  stars  and  stripes  were  torn  but  saved. 
And  he  personified. 


Then  he  took  a  turn  with  me 
Through,  other  glades  of  time. 
We  walked  the  shores  of  G-alilee 
In  silent'  blissful  rhyme. 

He  wished  to  go  the  way  he  came, 
BiLck  to  his  marbled  hall. 
He  hung:  his  head  in  aching  shame 
Throughi  the  stenohj  of  Biichenwald. 


Newkirk,  Garrett       Abraham  Lindoln 


"A  house  of  logs,  low,  windowless 
and  small 


Abraham  Lincoln 

By  Garrett  Neickirk 

A  house  of  logs,  low,  windowless,  and  small. 
Fireplace  of  stones  and  clay; 

Stick-chimney  queer,  one  southward  open  door 
For  light  and  cheer  of  day. 

A  slender  woman,  young,  in  homespun  garb, 

A  man-child  bending  o'er. 
Within  a  lowly  cradle  gently  rocked 

Upon  the  earthen  floor. 

A  cradle  rude,  God's  basket,  like  the  ark 

That  lay  among  the  reeds 
Upon  the  Nile,  filled  with  a  nations  hope 

And  promise  of  great  deeds. 


Outlook,  Feb.,  1899 
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Newkirk,  Cleorge 


A:3RAEAM  LINCOLN 


"A  house  of  logs,  low,  window- 
JLess^   and  small,  " 


i 


HOUSE  IN  WHICH   ABRAHAM   I.INtOl.X   WAS  l;()K.\ 

Thomas  Lincoln  moved  into  this  cabin  on  the  Big  South  Fork  of  Nolin  Creek,  three  miles  from  Hodgenville,  in  La  Rue 
County,  Kentucky,  in  lt08;  and  here,  on  February  12,  1809,  Abraham  Lincoln  was  born.  The  cabin  was  long  ago  torn 
down,  but  the  logs  were  saved.  The  new  owners,  in  August,  l^-QS,  rebuilt  the  old  cabin  on  the  original  plan.  The  Outlook 
reproduces  this  picture,  by  permission,  from  a  photograph  taken  for  the  S.  S.  McClure  Company  and  copyrighted  by  it. 


A^braham  Lincoln 

By  Garrett  Neickhk 

A  house  of  logs,  low,  icindoicless,  and  small. 
Fireplace  of  stones  and  clay ; 

Stick-chimney  queer,  one  southward  open  door 
For  light  and  cheer  of  day. 

A  slender  woman,  young,  in  homespun  garb, 

A.  man-child  bending  o'er. 
Within  a  lowly  cradle  gently  rocked 

Upon  the  earthen  floor. 

A  cradle  rude,  God's  basket,  like  the  ark 

That  lay  among  the  reeds 
Upon  the  Nile,  filled  with  a  nation's  hope 

And  promise  of  great  deeds. 


i 


Wewton,  Oarrie  M. 


LIKGuLN.  iHE  ANSV73fi 


"V/hat  is  the  crucipl  need  of 

the  hour?" 


LINCOLN,  THE  ANSWER 

"What  Is  the  crucial  need  of  the  hour?*' 

Is  asked  in  this  time  of  stress. 
"Where  is  the  source  of  light  and  powel 
To  guide  thru  this  wilderness? 
This  is  a  heart  cry  of  despair 
From  here  and  there 

And  everywhere. 

(2) 

Above  the  npIAe  of  the  busy  throng. 

And  the  search  for  wealth  and  gain; 
Above  the  warring  din  and  clash. 
And  the  moan  of  suffering  pain, 
"God,"  is  the  answer  to  despair. 
From  here,   and  there, 
And  everywhere. 

(3) 

"To  where  is  our  Ship  of  State  now  bent, 

Plying  onward  in  her  course?" 
"Is  a  master-hand  at  the  guiding  wheel?" 
"Is  brotherhood  the  ruling  force?" 
Questions  thus  from  this  land  ao  fair 
Here,  and  there, 
And  everywhere. 

(4) 

Above  uncertainties  and  strife 

There  looms  a  form,  thru  the  mist  and 
gloom ; 

And  wisdom's  words  again  we  hear, 
Directing  us  from  threatening  doom. 
Then  courage  comes  to  this  land  so  fair. 
Here  and  there, 

And  everywhere. 

Then  we  think  of  love  and  honesty! 

Of  an  awkward,  but  most  tender  gracel 
Of  a  kindly  eye,  and  a  ready  wit. 

Great  virtues  we  should  all  embrace  I 
And  Lincoln  seems,  in  this  land  so  fair 
To  be  here,  and  there 
And  everywhere. 

CARRIE  M.  NEWTON. 

Topeka. 


Nichol  ,  John 


EEUNION 


"An    end  a't  last  I  The  echoes  of 
the  war 


REUNION. 

An  end  at  last !  The  echoes  of  the  war  — 
The  weary  war  beyond  the  western  waves  — 

Die  in  the  distance.  Freedom's  rising  star 
Beacons  above  a  hundred  thousand  graves  : 

The  graves  of  heroes  who  have  won  the  fight, 
Who  in  the  storming  of  the  stubborn  town 

Have  rung  the  marriage  peal  of  might  and  nght, 
And  scaled  the  clitis  and  cast  the  dragon 
down. 

Peeans  of  armies  thrill  across  the  sea. 

Till  Europe  answers— "Let  the  struggle 

cease ; 

The  bloody  page  is  turned  ;  the  next  may  be 
For  ways  of  pleasantness  and   paths  oi 
peace  !  "  —  ■ 

A  golden  morn  —  a  dawn  of  better  things  — _ 
The  olive-branch  —  clasping  of  hands,  agam, 

A  noble  lesson  read  to  conquering  kings  —  _ 
A  sky  that  tempests  had  not  scoured  m  vam. 

This  from  America  we  hoped,  and  him, 
Who  ruled  her  "  in  the  spirit  of  his  creed. 

Does  the  hope  last  when  all  our  eyes  are  dmi, 
As  History  records  her  darkest  deed  1 

The  pilot  of  his  people  through  the  strife, 
With  his  strong  purpose  turning  scorn  to 
praise, 

E'en  at  the  close  of  battle  reft  of  life, 
And  fair  inheritance  of  quiet  days. 

Defeat  and  triumph  found  him  calm  and  just. 
He   showed  how  clemency  should  temper 
power, 

And,  dying,  left  to  future  times  in  trust 
The  memory  of  his  brief  victorious  horn-. 

O'ermastered  by  the  irony  of  fate, 
The  last  and  greatest  martyr  of  his  cause ; 


Slain  like  Achilles  at  the  Scajan  gate, 
He  saw  the  end,  and  fixed  "the  purer  laws. 

i  May  these  endure,  and,  as  his  work,  attest 

The  o-lory  of  his  honest  heart  and  hand,  — 
I  The  siinplest,  and  the  bravest,  and  the  best  — 
The  Moses  and  the  Cromwell  of  his  land. 

Too  late  the  pioneers  of  modem  spite, 

Awestrickcn  by  the  universal  gloom,  _ 
See  his  name  lustrous  in  Death's  sable  night, 
And  offer  tardy  tribute  at  his  tomb. 

But  we  who  have  been  with  him  all  the  while, 

Who  knew  his  worth,  and  loved  him  long  ago, 
Keioice  that  in  the  circuit  of  our  isle  ^ 
There  is  no  room  at  last  for  Lincoln  s  toe. 

John  Nichol. 

Spectator,  I3th  Sept. 


Nichols,  l^illiam  Nevrton 


LIITCOLN     "a  century  and  thirty  years  have  passed" 


LINCOLN 

A  century  and  thirty  years  have  passed 

Since   that   Jone,    one-roomed,    log  'cabin 
Amid  the  snow  heard  his  first  cry; 
Such  a  homely  babe, — ■  such  a  wizened  faced, 
Yet  mothers  cradle  their  arms  in 

Such  queer-looking  i^hss;  (such  as  you, 
and  I!)       I  #1 

Yet  our  future  fam«  iirwMch  -sve  take  pride, 
Strive  as  best  vjefmay  t«^out-shine 
Within  the  eye*  of  livMg  men; 
Shall  never  step  ^th  hiMn  stride. 
Shall  never  wit#men'M|ieai-ts  entwine, 
As  his,  that  pars  b«#)nd  Earth's  ken! 

Blest  be  this  Natron,  hawmg  men 
Born  to  wealth,  poverty,  to  were. 
To  all  the  failings,  the  sorrows. 
That  beset  humanity  when 

From  helpless  babes  to  fullest,  growth  we  go; 
Yet  one  sometimes  far  greater  grows. 

And  then  the  Giants  walk  the  Earth; 
Great  Sages  bring  us  from  on  high 
New  concepts  of  Man's  brotherhood; 
New  knowledge  of  the  Primal  Birth; 
And  teach,  humanity  to  sigh 

For  greater  love,  the  common  good! 
Yet  those  who  bring  such  message  to  Man 
Must  ever  bear  the  burden  of  foul  hate, 
Of  shame,  and  mockery,  of  the  Cross! 
For  Man  is  mingled  of  the  Earth  and  Sky,  nor 
can 

He  ever  bear  to  meet,  or  mate, 
With  those  from  whom  the  Fates  have 
purged  all  dross. 
Such  will  he  ever  reward  with  foul  calumny. 
Breed  of  his  own  swinish  foulness. 
Picturing  such  as  he  himself  would  be 
If  not  restrained,  (for  foulness  springs  from 
infamy 

Within  the  heart)  in  his  blindness 

Not  seeing  in  himself  what  others  see! 
Calm-faced  his  statue  stands. 
As  stood  he  amid  the  swords 

In  the  furnace  of  Secession's  hate; 
The  shackles  fallen  from  the  late  bond-man's 
hands 

Lie  at  his  feet;  no  need  of  words 

To  praise  him;  for  the  slave  he  diced  with 
Fate! — William  Newton  Nichols. 


Niederhaus,  Esther  OUR  BELOVED  ABE  LINCOLII 


In  the  shaxLows  there 
lurks  today," 


OUR  BELOTED  ABE  LIINCOLN  ' 

To  the  Editor  of  The  Courier:  ' 
In  the  shadows  there  lurks  todaj', 

A  tall  thin  man,  his  hat  in  hand 
With  beared  face  and  eagle  eye, 

Looking  over  his  native  land._ 

The  wagon  trails  of  many  states. 
This  great  man  has  wearily  trod 

Serving,  loving  the  common  man, 
And  strong  in  his  belief  in  God. 

From  cri^de  cabin  of  hand  hewen 
log. 

Came  this  great  leader  of  man; 
A  symbol  of  democracy, 
A  united  nation  his  plan. 

Today  he  seems  to  live  again 
In  every  American  heart,- 

This  tall  thin  man  in  rusty  black. 
Of  Ameripa  he's  a  part. 

— Esther  Niederhaus. 


Bernard  ^^liezer  Lincoln  xne  noosier  loiita      ••  jj.boxug  uu  <%  souuiw  ui  yjnx^ 


Lincoln ---The  Hoosier  Youth 

By  Bernard  Niezer,  '33 

Sitting  on  a  stump  of  oak — 
The  tree  he  felled  by  powerful  stroke. 
In  pensive  mood  we  see  his  frown 
That  deepens  as  the  sun  goes  down. 
And  as  the  oak  that  never  bends 
To  greet  the  storm  when  it  descends, 
We  see  Lincoln,  man  of  might — 
A  sturdy  oak  on  a  stormy  night. 

And  the  book  that's  in  his  hand — 

A  bony  hand  that  tills  the  land — 

Tells  the  story  of  how  he  craved, 

And  all  the  handicaps  he  braved 

To  know  what  great  men  did  and  thought. 

And  how  their  battles  were  bravely  fought. 

An  ardent  desire  possessed  his  soul — 

A  passion  to  reach  the  highest  goal. 

The  dog  that's  sitting  by  his  side 
Was  always  his  most  trusted  guide. 
For  when  he  roamed  in  the  forest  dark 
He  would  often  hear  his  dog's  clear  bark, 
As  it  watched  beside  the  holy  mound 
Where  Lincoln's  mother  lay  in  the  ground. 
And  Abe  would  sit  there  long — and  weep 
Until  the  shadows  grew  thick  and  deep, 
For  he  owed  to  her,  as  he  could  see. 
All  that  he  was  or  hoped  to  be. 

His  axe  beside  the  stump  of  oak. 
Had  yielded  many  a  muscular  stroke; 
As  he  earned  his  scanty  livelihood 
By  splitting  rails  from  the  forest's  wood. 
He's  a  product  of  the  Hoosier  state — 
A  fact  that  no  one  can  debate. 
It  was  here  he  learned  the  ways  of  truth, 
Thus  he  is  called  the  Hoosier  Youth. 
•  Here,  too,  his  career  was  first  begun. 
And  Indiana  calls  him,  "Son". 


A  MM  IN  WASHINGTON    by  Van  Ness  Nolan       "There's  a  man  who  sits  in  Washington, 


% 

A  Man  in  Washington 
(By  Van  Ness  Nolan) 
There's  a  man  who  sits  in  Washington, 

In  a  great  white,  stone  arm  chair, 
His  forehead  has  deep  wrinkles — 

And  he's  quiet  and  thoughtful  there. 
I  wonder  if  we  disturb  him 

As  we  clamber  up  the  stair. 
Or  perhaps  he  is  pleased — 

That  we  evidence  that  we  care.  - 
To  visit  with  him  awhile. 

When  there  are  so  many  things  to  do 
In  the  Capitol  of  this  great  Nation 

That  belongs  to  me  and  you. 
I'm  sure  he  is  grateful 

For  the  tribute  which  we  show. 
Should  he  speak,  it's  sure  he'd  say, 

There  are  many  miles  more  to  go. 
I  believe  he'd  point  eastward 

To  the  great,  great  Capitol  dome. 
And  recite  man's  eternal  struggle — 

For  freedom  and  a  home. 

I  think  he'd  say,  there's  no  compromise. 

For  truth  and  justice  here. 
You  must  keep  in  mind,  forever — 

There  is  no  man  without  a  peer. 
Of  the  days  of  '65 

With  the  Nation  torn  apart. 
He  no  doubt  would  tell  you 

That  we'd  only  made  a  start. 

Of  himself,  he'd  say  but  little, 

But  he'd  readily  point  around 
To  other  stanch  Americans — 

Who  steadfastly  held  their  grotmd. 

The  past  you  must  forget. 

But  for  the  lessons  it  has  taught. 

I  believe  he'd  sternly  admonish — 
That  freedom  is  dearly  bought. 

Yoior  fathers  and  your  countrymen. 
Sewed  the  red,  the  white,  the  blue. 

And  whether  their  blood  was  spilled  in  vain — 
Is  squarely  up  to  you. 

When  you've  seen  their  work  about  you 
In  this  symbol  of  liberty  and  peace. 

He'd  pray  that  you'd  remember — 
Your  vigilance  must  never  cease. 

For  yours  is  a  gift  from 

The  true,  the  brave,  the  tried. 
Never  let  their  spirits  say — 

We're  sorry,  for  you  we  died. 


Wanes ,  Joseph  -A., 


Lincoln  and  Hamlin  I  God  Bless  Them! 


"■^'here's  a  sound  like  the 
surges  of  the  ocean," 


the"  DAILY  NEWS, 

WEDSESDAY  MORNING,  AUG.  22. 


Lincoln  and  Hamlin !  God  Bless  Them ! 


Air — Columbia,  the  Gem  of  the  Ocean. 


BY  JOSEPH  A.  NUNES. 


There's  a  sour   like  the  surges  of  oeean, 

Or  winds  sweeping  forest  and  lea; 
It  comes  from  a  nation  in  motion — 

From  millions  who've  sworn  to  be  free! 
There  are  thoughts,  beyond  v/ords  which  impress 
them, 

.  As  they  shout  with  enraptured  applause — 
;"Here's  to  Lincoln  and  Hamlin!  God  bless  them! 
J  ;  And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause!" 

CHORUS. 

And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause! 
And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause! 
Here's  to  Lincoln  and  Hamlin!  God  bless  them! 
And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause! 

Through  the  portals  of  death  speak  the  sires, 

Aroused  from  their  haven  of  rest, 
To  kindle  the  slumbering  tires, 

Till  they  glow  in  each  patriot's  breast!  •  « 

They  stretch  out  their  arms  to  caress  them — 

Their  children,  who  honor  their  laws — 
And  cry — "Lincoln  and  Hamlin!  God  bless  them! 

And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause!" 

CH0RT3S. 

And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause!  &c. 

The  Future  speaks  out  with  its  voices, 

And  joins  with  the  rest  of  all  time, 
As  it'smiles  with  delight,  and  rejoices 

At  a  scene,  more  than  grand,  that's  sublime! 
And  vain  is  the  hope  to  suppress  them. 

Or  to  stifle  the  shouts  of  applause, 
Which  cry — "Lincoln  and  Hamlin!  God  bless  them! 

And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause!" 

CHORDS. 

And  bless,  too,  our  country  and  cause,  &c. 


^.  H. 


m^URlAL  TO  LINCOLN 


"I'he  copp'^rs  fall  from 
childrenH  willing  hands 


Memohial  to  Lincoln. 
The  coppers  fall  from  children's  willinfj  hands 

The  silver  pours  into  the  treasure  chest 
And  checks  fnll  lia;htly  as  the  flowing  sands 

To  honor  Lincoln  of  the  virile  West. 

Despised  and  flouted  as  the  prophets  be, 

For  he  had  dared  to  stoon  and  lift  the  lowly. 

At  last  we  see  this  man  of  destiny 

Was  passioned  by  a  purpose  high'  and  holy. 

The  world  has  lona;  acclaimed  his  rugged  worth 
And  laid  its  noblest  tributes  at  his  feet 

Wo  too  would  glorify  this  man  of  earth 

By  something  lasting,  eloquent,  and  meet. 

And  so,  let  bronze  and  granite  do  their  best 

To  honor  one  among  God's  kingliest 

  C.  H.  li^. 


